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Storm 


Author's Notes: 
First try ever,and my native language is not English so there might be grammar mistakes and things that are 


not clear enough.please be nice in your comment:)Hope you enjoy reading that. 


Jani felt that the cold was over powering him. He tried to get back as soon as possible, but there was no use. 
He stumbled across the snowy plain, not really sure where he would go. The blizzard had made everything 
disappear into the terrifying shade of white, and Jani has nowhere to go. 

He looked at the compass in his hand, but he realized that somehow it was all messed up. The hand kept 
spinning and turning, as if the all mighty is powerless in this raging snow storm. It was freezing: literally. Jani 
felt a thin sheath of frost on his face, crushing his will to go on 

And at some point, Jani fell onto the ground. He couldn't get up. As he lay, face down on the soft snow, he 
heard the whispering of the wind, telling him things that he could not understand. 


Almost two days passed when they finally found him. No one thought that he would make it through, but 
somehow, miraculously, he did. Tony didn't even recognize him when they pulled the marionette out of the 


snow: His air was covered with frost, as white as the snow on the ground, as pale as his lifeless face. 


Somehow the marionette's situation interested him. No, let me rephrase, thought Tony, it attracted me, 
intrigued me, captivated me. It was as if there was an invisible force that pulled him towards the man in the 
first place, finding the unconscious man, rescuing him, and now, checking on him, urging him to know more 
about this person, who is almost..beaming a mystical aura 

Tony stopped at the door. He hesitated about going in or not, so he only pushed the door slightly open. After 
taking a huge deep breath, he peaked inside the room. It was very quiet, aside from the constant beeping of 
the machines that monitor the status of the boy. Tony cannot see clearly the face of the boy from the angle, 
and it was too hard to fight off his own curiosity. He wanted to turn around and leave, for he knew that the 
scene would be nasty. No survivor from an avalanche would ever be the same again, and he wouldn't want to 
break the patient. 

He quietly walked into the room. The marionette was younger than he expected, about his own age. Tony quietly 
smiled to himself. Of course he would live, he is still too young to die now. His hair was perfect, not hazel 
colored, not gold, just the flaming red that could light up hope in the desperate and the lost. 

Tony sat down beside the sleeping red head. His breathing was calm, and somehow Tony had a feeling that he 
knew that someone was there, looking at him. Tony wondered what color his eyes would be: as dark as the 
silence that brings the night, or is it a shade of auburn that burns out the last bit of cold, or like his own, 
pale green and calming? Tony knew he was overthinking things. Normally, he was never really interested in the 
people he helped rescue out of the snow. These thing happen all the time in the mountains, and he had seen 
people much more famous, much more strange, and much more beautiful than him. 

But what he had just dims all those material natures of people. He was different. 

Tony took the boy's right hand in his own. He thought what he saw there were just tattoos. Yet then he 
realized that they are shimmering and coiling around his wrist, as if they too, are alive. Tony rubbed his eyes, 
and jotted down a silent reminder in his mind that he really needed to get more sleep. Imagining things, huh? He 
thought to himself. What am |, five? 

Just then, Tony felt eyes on him. Questioning eyes. He turned around, and found the boy, awake and looking at 
him in the face with his ocean blue eyes. 

"What are you doing?" The boy whispered softly. His eyes were shifting, like one does when one is exhausted 
and burnt out. Despite that it was still clear that he was not happy with a stranger sitting on his bed and 
holding his hand. 

‘Sorry.."Tony blushed and released the hand he is holding, "I am Tony, | found you in the snow with the search 
team. You know, you almost died there." 

Silence. 

"What is your name?" 

"Jani. Call me Jani." 

Not Janita, not Jerry, not Jenny. Jari. 

| have a present for you, wait here." 

Tony knew there was no way that Jani would leave the room. Still he was a bit worried, and rushed back to 
the bag deposit. He wanted to give something to Jani so there would be a reminder of some kind he could have 
from Tony, the first person he saw when he awoke and realized that he had escaped the sharp claws of death. 
He was extremely agitated when he found out all he had were flash light batteries and matches and useless 
handbooks for making campus in the wild or keeping warm in the cold. When he finally discovered a small wood 
carve of a wolf that he made when he was in camp, Tony was quite delighted and thought that would be a 
suitable gift to Jani. He joyously ran back to the hospital room. 


When all he heard was silence, his heart skipped a beat. He was too afraid to even think of the idea. OF Jani 
leaving him. 

But then, he saw that Jani was just sleeping, just like when he saw him the first time, breathing to the pace 
of the beeping machine, so calm, so peaceful. 

And Tony put the carving in Janis hand, smiled, and left, as if he had never been there. 

As the sound of the footstep faded away, Jani lay on the bed, and clenched the carving tighter than ever, as 


if another raging storm will forever again, take away everything he will ever have. 


